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under God, but those passions which have often
proved the best ministers of His vengeance, and
the surest protectors of the world."

These two passages of Sydney's express, more
than any others I could have chosen out of what
I know of modern literature, the roots of every-
thing I had to learn and teach during my own
life; the earnestness with which I followed what
was possible to me in science, and the passion
with which I was beginning to recognize the no-
bleness of the arts and range of the powers of
men.

It was a natural consequence of this passion
that the sympathy of the art-circles, in praise of
whose leading members the first volume of " Mod-
ern Painters" had been expressly written, was
withheld from me much longer than that of the
general reader; while, on the other hand-, the
old Roman feuds with George Richmond were
revived by it to the uttermost; and although,
with amused interest in my youthful enthusi-
asm, and real affection for my father, he painted
a charming water-colour of me sitting at a pictur-
esque desk in the open air, in a crimson waist-
coat and white trousers, with a magnificent pdrt-
crayon in my hand, and Mont Blanc, convention-
alized to Raphaelesque grace, in the distance, the
utmost of serious opinion on my essay which mycommon aids of man, are all
